The Comic all Hijlory of 

They haue their wifedome, by their wit to loofe. 

N'er, The ancient faying is no herclie. 

Hanging and wiuing goes by deftiny. 

Por. Come draw the Curtaine Nerrijfa, 

Enter a Afejfenger, 

Afejf. Where is my Lady? 

Por. Heere, what would my Lord ? 

Mef. Madam, there is a-lightcd at your gate 
A yong Venetian, one that comes before' 

To fignifie th’approching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets; 

To wit (oefides commends and courteous breath) 

Gifts of rich valew ; yet I haue not fecne 
So likely an Embaflador ofloue. 

A day in Aprill neuer cam e fo fweet. 

To fhew how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this fore-lpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more I pray thee, I am halfe a-fear’d 
Thou wilt fay anon he is fome kin to thee. 

Thou fpendft fuch high day wit in praifing him : 

Come,come Nerrijfa , for I long to fee 
Quicke Cupids poft that comes fo mannerly. 

JVer.Bafanio Lord, louc if thy will it be. Exit. 

Enter Salanio and Salar mo. 

Satan, Now, what newes on the Ryalto ? 

Salar. Whyyetitliues there vneheekt, that Anthonio hath a 
fhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrowe feas ; theGoodwins 
I thinke they call the place,a very dangerous ftat,& fatal, wher 
the carkalfes of many atalllhippelic buried, asthey fay, ifmy 
goffips report be an honeft woman ofher word. 

Satan. I would fliee were as alying goflippe in that; aseuer 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbors beleeue (he Wept fori the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flippes of 
prolixity, or crofling the plaine highway of talk, that the good 
Antho. 


the ^Merchant of Venice » 

, i0 che honeft Anthonto.O that I had a title good inough 

okeepe his name company. 

cjHa^tSfttoupThy the end is he hath loft a (hip. 

, I it mieht proue the end orhisdones, 

Utme fey Anrcn betime., left the deuill croffe my 
p^r&theete he comes in the likeneffe of. lew. 

Enter Shjloeke. 

How now Shytocke, what newes among the Mar chants . 

Sby. You know, none fo well, none fo well as you, 

° f 3i!lh!^ I for my part knew the Tayloc 
Th S». d S %£% for his owne p.« In™ 'J^ueX 

° Salar. That's certaine, if the diuell may be her tudge. 

Shr.Uy owne fle(h and blood to rebell. 

Satan. Out vpon it old carrion, rebels it at thefe yeares. 

whether ^Anthonio haue had at Ioffe a fea or no > . 

Shy. There 1 haue another bad match, abankrout, a prodigal, 
who dare fcarfe (hew his head on thelRyalto.a.beggcr t « •was 
vfd to come fo lmug vpon thcMart : leth.m looke to his bond; 
he was wont to call me vfurer, let him looke to jbis k° n £ he 
wont to lend money for a Chriftian curtfie,kt him looke to his 

bond. ... q « 

Salar. Why I am furc ifhe forfet.thou wiltnot take his 

what’s that good for , . ..... 

Sint , To baite fifh withali ; ifit will feede noting els it will 
feed my reuenge : he hath disgrac'd me, andhiodred me halfe a 
million, laught at my loCfes>mockc at tny gaiii«s,fcorncd my na« 

E s uon. 


